WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
me with an inexpressible arrogance, the likes of which I did n't suspect my meek pedagogical make-up of. I had promised myself for a long time a few days tarry in Boston before sailing, but got caught as usual between the contracting prongs of time and space. So, instead of the long afternoon or afternoons during which I had hoped to rummage the past and peer into the future •with you, here I am with a half-hour and a sheet of paper. Nevertheless, that will suffice for the cardinal question — How is it with you? What is the news from the Niche? Won't you tell me, through the medium of Messrs. Whitby and Co., 5 Via Tornabuoni, Florence?
W. V. M.
During the six months' trip to Italy and the Austrian Tyrol that Moody now made, he wrote "Good Friday Night" and the "Road Hymn for the Start/1 and began work on the "Masque of Judgment.0 He returned to Chicago in September, 1897, and undertook, in addition to his teaching, at the suggestion of ]VIr. Horace E. Scudder, whom he refers to as " Uncle Horace/' the editing of the Cambridge Edition of Milton's Poetical Works.ton before sailing. I fear not, as I can get very cheap rates east on the Baltimore and Ohio, and my steamer (Anchor Line to Naples) is apt to up and
